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M O L L Y  G A L L E N T I N E
) E L L ' O
S ev en  b l o c k s  a w a y  f r o m  m y  a p a r t m e n t  in N e w  York  is a s ma l l  
p a r k ,  w h i c h  is real l y  j us t  a t r i a n g l e  of  s p a c e  w i t h  a l a rge  s t a t u e  ol  
a s i t t i n g  m a n .  I l ike t o  si t  n e x t  t o  h i m .  H i s  n a m e  is I e t e r  C o o -  
per .  H e  has  a l o n g  b e a r d  w i t h  gl asses ,  w h i c h  m a k e  h i m  l o o k  b o t h  
s e r i o u s  a n d  k i n d .  I t h i n k  he  was  a g o o d  m a n  b e c a u s e  he  b u i l t  a 
l o c o m o t i v e  a n d  a s c h o o l ,  was  a g a i n s t  s l avery,  a n d  h a d  a f o n d n e s s  
for  t h e  t e l e g r a p h .  H e  was  a l so t h e  f i rst  t o  p a t e n t  i n s t a n t  g e l a t i n ,  
w h e r e  o n  t h e  b oxes  he  w r o t e ,  “ P u r i t y  a n d  H o n e s t y . ”
O n e  d a y  I f o u n d  a n o t h e r  gi r l  s i t t i n g  a l o n e  in f r o n t  o f  C o o p e r  
U n i o n ,  t h e  u n i v e r s i t y  he  e s t a b l i s h e d  in 1 8 5 9 ,  w h i c h  is l o c a t e d  
n e x t  t o  t h e  p a r k  w i t h  t h e  s t a t u e .  I a s k e d  h e r  i f  s h e  was  a s t u d e n t .  
“ Yes.”
“ D o  t h e y  se rve  Jel  1 - 0  in t h e  s c h o o l  c a f e t e r i a ? ”
“ You m e a n  p r o c e s s e d  a n i m a l  b o n e s ? ’ s he  sa id .  No .
“ D o  N e w  Yorke r s  h a t e  J e l l - O ? ”
“ I ’m  f r o m  O k l a h o m a  Ci t y .  W e  h a t e  it t h e r e  t o o . ”
*  *  *
I n s t r u c t i o n s  for  m o l d e d  g e l a t i n ,  as e a t e n  by  R i c h a r d  II,  N a p o l e o n  
B o n a p a r t e ,  a n d  M a r i a  d e  M e d i c i :
S ca l d  t wo  c a l v e s ’ feet .
Lake o f f  hai r .
Sl i t  t h e m  in t wo ,  a n d  e x t r a c t  t h e  fat  f r o m  b e t w e e n  t h e
c l aws .
Boi l  t h e m ,  r e m o v e  s c u m ,  a n d  boi l  a g a i n  ( 6 - 7  h o u r s )  b e ­
fore  s t r a i n i n g .
Let  t h e  p r o d u c t  coo l .
S k i m  fat .
Boi l  a g a i n ,  a d d i n g  she l l s  a n d  w h i t e s  o f  5 eggs  ( t o  p i c k  u p  
i m p u r i t i e s ) .
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S k i m  a g a i n  a n d  s t r a i n  t h r o u g h  a je l ly b a g  ( m u s t  b e  m a d e  
in a d v a n c e ) .
A d d  f l a v o r i n g ,  s u g a r  a n d  sp i ces .
P o u r  i n t o  m o l d  a n d  p a c k  w i t h  ice.
At  t h e  t u r n  o f  t h e  c e n t u r y ,  m y  h o m e  s t a t e  o f  I o w a  wa s  d e c l a r e d  
t h e  l a r ge s t  c o n s u m e r  o f J e l l - O  in t h e  U n i t e d  S t a t e s .  It u p s e t  U t a h .  
I h e y  r e t a l i a t e d .  D u r i n g  t h e  2 0 0 2  Sa l t  L a k e  C i t y  O l y m p i c s ,  U t a h  
m a d e  g r e e n  J c l l - O  a m a s c o t ,  c a l l i n g  it t h e i r  s t a t e  s n a c k .  T h e y  s o l d  
c o l l e c t a b l e  p i n s  o f  m o l d s  t h a t  o p e n e d  u p  l i ke  l o c k e t s .  A n t i q u e  
d e a l e r s  n o w  d i s c u s s  t h e  v a l u e  o f  t h i s  i t e m  as c l i m b i n g ,  d u e  t o  its 
i c o n i c  n a t u r e .
M y  f a v o r i t e  k i n d  of  J e l l - O  is c h e r r y ,  w h i c h  is a l so  t h e  n a t i o n ' s  t o p  
c h o i c e  in f l avor .  1 t h i n k  it l o o k s  s t a t e l y .
*  *  *
Las t  w e e k  I v i s i t e d  P e t e r  C o o p e r  at  t h e  G r e e n - W o o d  C e m e t e r y  in 
B r o o k l y n .  H e  is b u r i e d  a m o n g  m e n  l i ke  S a m u e l  M o r s e  a n d  L e o n ­
a r d  B e r n s t e i n ,  a n d  it t o o k  m e  a l o n g  t i m e  t o  w a l k  a l o n g  t h e  p l o t s ,  
in o r d e r  t o  p a y  r e s p e c t s  t o  e a c h  n o t a b l e  i n d i v i d u a l .  J o a q u i n  M i l l ­
er,  t h e  w r i t e r  w h o  c r e a t e d  t h e  p o e m  f o r  Pe t e r ' s  m e m o r i a l  s t o n e  
l ef t  l au r e l  l eaves  o n  t h e  g r a v e s  o f  s i m i l a r  m e n  o f  f a m e ,  w h i c h  is 
c h a r m i n g .  B u t ,  I c o u l d n ' t  f i n d  a n y  l au r e l s  in t h e  ci ty.  I h e a r  J o a ­
q u i n  wa s  d i s l i k e d  in a n y  case .  A n  I n d i a n  s h o t  h i m  t h r o u g h  t h e  
j aw w i t h  an  a r r o w ,  a n d  hi s  wi f e  f i l ed fo r  d i v o r c e ,  l e a v i n g  J o a q u i n  
for  a g r o u p  o f  c i r c u s  m e n .
I t o o k  p i c t u r e s  i n s t e a d ,  t a k i n g  d i g i t a l  f r a m e s  in all k i n d s  o f  a n ­
gles.  M y  g r a n d m o t h e r  a l wa y s  w e n t  o n  l o n g  w a l k s  in c e m e t e r i e s ,  
t a k i n g  p h o t o s  o f  g r a v e s t o n e s ,  p u t t i n g  t h e s e  i m a g e s  i n t o  b i n d e r s .
Calient me
W h e n  I was in grade school ,  she made an a lphabe t  book  lor  me 
where each let ter began with a name f rom my fami ly tree. It made 
me feel like a bead on a necklace.  She told me tha t  she could  trace 
me back to the Mayflower, and tha t  one ol my ancestors  was Mary  
Q u een  o f  Scotts.
Peter is Scott ish too.  We could be related.
*  *  *
In the 1900’s, Jel l -O became p opu la r  because o f  its travelling 
salesmen system. But these men who h u n g  up posters  and  went 
door  to door  were of ten  in danger.  Farmers shot  at them,  and  in 
one case, d id n ’t miss.
Today, we can s tudy  the effects and pa thways  o f  bullets  using 
Ballistic gelat in,  because accord ing  to specialis ts , it has the same 
consistency as h u m a n  flesh.
*  *  *
My g ra n d m o th e r  b ough t  a concealed  weapons  pe rm i t  along with 
a super s ingle six cowboy style 22 in the fall of ‘68,  so tha t  she 
could lean out  the grain truck  to shoot  at corncobs  while her hus ­
band  worked the male rows. She wou ld  load the first round  in the 
ki tchen  every m orn ing ,  while mak ing  sure her  son ate his cereal.
O n e  day, she acc iden ta l ly  shot  the d ishwasher  and  covered the 
hole with a ref r igerator  magnet .
I used to play with these magnets ,  r ear ranging  them  in to  neat 
rows or  p lo t t ing  th em  ou t  by colors while I waited for the Jel l-O 
to sit. She was the only person w ho  made  it for me,  as my parents
120 Ga lien tine
said it t o o k  u p  t o o  m u c h  r o o m  in t h e i r  f r i d g e .  M y  g r a n d m o t h e r  
o n l y  k n e w  h o w  to  c o o k  t h r e e  d i s h e s :  s t ew,  co l e s l a w,  a n d  s a l m o n  
p a t t i e s .  So,  s h e  a l wa y s  h a d  s p a c e .  M y  f a v o r i t e  m a g n e t  h a d  a p i c ­
t u r e  o f  a p e c a n  t h a t  s a i d ,  “ W e  re N u t s , ” w h i c h  m y  g r a n d m o t h e r  
p i c k e d  u p  in G e o r g i a  yea r s  a g o  w h e n  h e r  h u s b a n d  t o o k  h e r  o n  a 
t r i p .  S o m e t i m e s  h e  w o u l d  o p e n  t h e  d o o r  a n d  p o k e  at  t h e  f i l m for  
m e  w h e n  1 g o t  t o o  res t l es s ,  b u t  I wa s  u s u a l l y  p a t i e n t .
*  *  *
I ’m  e a r t h l y  a n d  s e r i o u s .  M y  a s t r o l o g i c a l  m a p  a l so  says  I ' m a g o a t ,  
b e c a u s e  m y  p a r e n t s  h a d  to  s c h e d u l e  m y  b i r t h  a r o u n d  s p r i n g  a n d  
fall .  M y  g r a n d f a t h e r  i n s i s t e d  t h e r e  wa s  t o o  m u c h  f a r m i n g  t o  be  
d o n e .
M y  g r a n d f a t h e r  was  o f t e n  u n a w a r e  o f  o t h e r  p e o p l e ’s f e e l i ngs .
O n c e ,  at  a p a r t y ,  a w a i t e r  a c c i d e n t a l l y  s p i l l e d  a t r a y  o f  J e l l - O  
d o w n  m y  g r a n d m o t h e r ' s  b a c k ,  a n d  m y  g r a n d f a t h e r  l a u g h e d .  Bu t  
t h i s  d e t a i l  i sn' t  s i g n i f i c a n t  t o  m y  s t o ry ,  e v e n  t h o u g h  it u p s e t  m y  
g r a n d m o t h e r .
W h a t ' s  m o r e  i m p o r t a n t  is h o w  t h e  m o r e  I g rew,  t h e  m o r e  h e  h e l d  
m y  h a n d  l ike I wa s  a c h i l d .  A n d  h o w  h e  w o u l d  tel l  m e  t h a t ,  
d u r i n g  W W I I ,  h e  s p o t t e d  a G e r m a n  Re d  C r o s s  w o m a n  r u n n i n g  
t h r o u g h  t h e  w o o d s  a n d  h a d  let  h e r  go.
T h i s ,  I w o n ’t f o r g e t .
*  *  *
S p o k e n  by  P e t e r  C o o p e r  d u r i n g  a p a r t y  in hi s  h o n o r ,  seve ra l  yea r s  
b e f o r e  hi s  d e a t h :
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I have endeavored  to rem em ber  tha t  the object  o f  life is to do 
good.
O f ten ,  I th ink  o f  his up r igh t  goal and imagine  tha t ,  he too,  mus t  
have been an excellent  grandfather .
*  *  *
I used to fix my g rand fa the r  his d r inks  when  he visi ted my p a r ­
e n t ’s house.  He liked 4 ice cubes in his scotch,  and I ’d place the 
same a m o u n t  into my own glass, fil ling it with  gingerale.  After  
which ,  my g randfa the r  would  ask me to play piano ,  sing,  or pe r ­
form taps on my bugle.  He w an ted  me to do one o f  these things 
at his funeral ,  bu t  I laughed and  said I’d be too sad, which  is t rue.
In the hospital ,  my g rand fa the r  refused Jel l-O.  T h e  l iquids  my 
father  t ried s poon ing  in to  his m o u th ,  I had to wipe o f f  his beard 
with a paper towel. For days, he never opened  his eyes, bu t  merely 
reached for my hand.  His skin was soft and  had freckles, which 
were covered up by m ake-up  d u r in g  his vis i tat ion  at the funeral 
home. Everyone said he looked nice, which was a k ind  th ing  to 
say, bu t  no t  t rue.
*  *  *
While  inside G reen-W ood Cem etery ,  I s tood  on Peter  C o o p e r ’s 
gravestone and  read J o a q u in ’s poem,  neatly inscr ibed in to  the 
rock in bold letters.  I im agined  the bones u n d e rn e a th  the rock,  
still orderly and dignif ied ,  then  p ic tu red  all the graves, peaceful  
people stacked like logs in a cabin.  It made  me feel relieved.
Give honor and love fo r  evermore
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To this great m an gone to rest; 
Peace on the d im  P lu ton ian  shore, 
Rest in the la n d  o f the blest.
1 O n c e  I left  G r e e n - W o o d ,  r o u n d i n g  t he  ga t e  t o wa r d s  t he  s o u t h ,  I 
hea rd  a f i r ec r acke r  t ha t  was  a c t ua l l y  a g u n s h o t .  I say thi s ,  becaus e  
' t he  even t  d o e s n ’t s eem real .  W i t h i n  t he  f irst  c o u p l e  o f  m o n t h s  o f  
l iving in t he  city,  I ’d w a t c h e d  a m a n  on  a b i ke  get  hi t  by a taxi  
dr iver ,  f l i p p i n g  h i gh  i n t o  t he  ai r  l ike an a c r oba t .  But  he m a g i ­
cal ly s t o o d  up,  a n d  was  okay.  I had  also w i t n e s s e d  a p e r s on  get  
his wal l e t  s t o l en .  Bu t  t he  v i c t i m was  a fast  r u n n e r ,  a n d  t he  chase  
e n d e d  wi t h  l oud  a p p l a u s e  f r om t hose  s i t t i n g  o u t s i d e  a r e s t a u r a n t .
1 ha d  t h o u g h t  t ha t ,  in ways ,  p e o p l e  l iv ing  in N e w  York C i t y  were  
u n t o u c h a b l e .
W h e n  I saw' t he  g u n ,  my  i n t u i t i o n  was  to wa l k  ba c k  to t he  c e m ­
etery,  as casua l ly  as 1 had  be e n  w a l k i n g  t o wa r d s  t he  s h o o t i n g ,  
s ince  1 was  w o r r i e d  1 w o u l d  be n o t i c e d  i f  I b r o k e  o u t  o f  my  r e g u ­
lar pace.  I t o o k  a fewr s teps .  I ’m  n o t  sure  w h a t  thi s  a c t ua l l y  l ooke d  
l ike:  m a y b e  a s low m o t i o n  c a r t o o n  t i p t oe .  O r  m a y b e  my  m e a n d e r  
gave me  a l a i d - bac k  air,  o f  o n e  w h o  ha d  seen g u n s  m a n y  t i mes  
before .  T h i s  was  n o t  a falsity.  Fo r  years ,  1 ha d  s h o t  r o u n d  af t er  
r o u n d  i n t o  p a p e r  t a rge t s  ba c k  in t he  M i d w e s t ,  u n d e r  a b r i d g e  bv 
s o m e  r a i l road  t r acks  in a n e i g h b o r i n g  t o w n ,  c o l l e c t i ng  t he  brass  
so t ha t  m y  f a t he r  c o u l d  me l t  t he  shel l s  a n d  m o l d  t h e m  aga in .  
Before  f a r mi n g ,  he had  g o n e  to a g u n s m i t h i n g  s choo l ,  w h i c h ,  he 
had  t o ld  m e  onc e ,  wer e  t wo  o f  t he  bes t  years  o f  his life.  O n e  o f  
m y  ear l ies t  m e m o r i e s  was  o f  h i m  s h o o t i n g  a r a bb i t  t ha t  was  in my
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mot he r  s garden.  My father  never had to aim twice.  He said I had 
good form too.  I t ook my t ime  to brea the  deeply before b e c o m ­
ing as still and dead as ice, and  I d i d n ’t get too f rus t rated.  I had 
to cont rol  my body  into accept ing the heavy weight  o f  t he gun,  
like a f r iendly expendi ture ,  solid and unmov i ng .  He set my rifle 
ou t  on display on a table at my high school  g r adua t i on  recept ion.  
1 he only t ime I had shot  at any t h i ng  l iving was a pheasant ,  and I 
missed,  which I t h i nk  made  my hi ther  secret ively happy.
I t u rned  a round .  15 feet in f ront  o f  me a man was lying on the 
g round .  According  to a bystander ,  he had been waiving a . 357 in 
the face o f  a p la inclothes  pol i ceman.  I wa tched  the po l i ce ma n ’s 
par tne r  who was wear ing green and d i d n ’t look qui t e  forty.  She 
covered her  face wi th her  hand ,  and walked slowly away f rom 
the scene,  whi le a girl not  yet t h i r t een t ook  a pic ture  o f  his body 
from the s idewalk,  spi l led and goofy.  And then what? N o t h i n g  
much  happened .  Police cars came,  they blocked of f  traffic,  and I 
became very hungry,  s pend i ng  the rest o f  the a f t e rnoon  n ibbl ing  
carni tas  at a t iny res t aurant  where  they played television soaps in 
a language I d i d n ’t under s t and .
1 he next  day, the New York Post descr ibed the inc ident .  T h e  p o ­
l i cewoman had pu t  a hole t h rough  his shoulder ,  and  the angle hit  
his chest ,  leaving a mor t a l  w o und .  His name  was Romero.
*  *  *
I m beg i nn ing  to learn no t h i ng  goes as expected.
*  *  *
In 1897,  Pearle B. Wai t  t ook  Peter C o o p e r ’s i ns t ant  gelat in and 
invented f lavored recipes.  Two years later, he sold the recipes to
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his ne i ghbor  O r a t o r  Francis  Wo o d w a r d  for $450 ,  who  made  target  
t rap balls,  a precur sor  to clay pigeons,  and a form of coffee subs t i ­
tute  n o b o d y  l iked,  but  d r ank  anyway.
Later,  O r a t o r ’s son FTnest b ough t  Amel ia  E a r h a r t ’s “ Fr iendship  
and bui l t  a pr ivate  a i rpor t  beh i nd  his first mans i on .  6 0 , 0 0 0  people 
came to the o p en i n g  to watch s t u n t m e n  contes t s  tha t  involved 
l anding,  ea t ing  a bowl  o f  Je l l -O,  and then  t ak ing  off, again,  into 
the sky.
Peter  C o o p e r  would  have been jealous.  He  bui l t  a f lying ma ch i ne  
that  blew up in his face.
Pearle and his wife,  May,  filed for bankruptcy .
You can see p h o t o g r ap hs  o f  all these histor ical  figures at the Jel l -O 
Muse um in I.e Roy, NY. T h e  t owns peop l e  are very p roud.
T h e y  will tell you tha t  gelat in is even used in p r epa r i ng  silver 
hal ide emuls ions ,  which is necessary in the p ro d u c t i on  o f  p h o t o ­
graph paper  - a long  wi th  n u me ro u s  o t he r  facts you 11 i mmedi a t e l y  
forget .
*  *  *
In my a pa r t me n t ,  I used blue st icky tac to hang  a small  p h o t o ­
graph o f  my g r andfa t he r  in his a rmy un i f o r m above the ki t chen 
sink.  H e ’s located next  to a pos tcard o f  Pol lock’s b lo t t ed  N u m b e r  
Seven.  Its pa i n t ed  des ign used to r emi nd  me of messy whiskers ,  but  
now makes  me t h i nk  o f  R o m a n o  and  where  he mi ght  be bur ied.
My grandfa ther ' s  bur ial  was in the winter .  It was cold and s n o w ­
ing, so every t h ing  was sped up.  In fact,  I don  t r eme mb e r  much ,
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except tha t  the man who was chosen to per fo rm  taps played a re­
co rd ing  instead,  and  my father  cried.  Afterwards,  we went to the 
church ,  where there were egg salad sandwiches  and  mush  o f  o the r  
things,  s i t t ing  ou t  on plates. It d i d n ’t taste like a n y th in g  at all.
*  *  *
Jel 1-0  is cu r ren t ly  sold in flavors:
Apricot ,  Berry Blue, Black Cherry ,  Cherry ,  C ranber ry ,  C ranbe r ry -  
Raspberry,  Grape ,  Green  Apple,  Green  Tea, Kiwi, Lem on,  Lime,  
Melon ,  M in t ,  O range ,  Peach, Pineapple ,  Raspberry,  Strawberry,  
S trawberry-Banana ,  S trawberry-Kiwi,  W ate rm elon ,  W ild  Cherry ,  
Wild  Strawber ry
Recipes from The New Joys o f J e l l -O ,  pub l i shed  in 1975 include:  
Alaska Surprise,  Cool  Cubes ,  C ream y  Blue Cheese Salad,  Dream 
Parfait ,  Fruit  Del igh t ,  Frosty M a n d a r in  Dessert ,  Jell ied G inger-  
Upper,  Kicky Cooler ,  Pink  Lady Pie, Pop Art  Parfaits,  Ring- 
A ro u n d - th e -F ru i t  Mold ,  W i n te r  Fruit  Mold ,  Florida Seacoast  
Salad, Keep Fit Luncheon  Plat ter ,  Sequin  Salad
*  *  *
W h en  I got  back to New York, I cleared o u t  the c on ten ts  o f  my 
refr igerator ,  shov ing i tems into two big garbage  bags, which  I left 
in the co rner  o f  my room.  I then walked to the nearest  bodega ,  
ga ther ing  celery, cream cheese,  walnuts ,  grapes,  and  Bart let t  pears 
in heavy syrup for my p lanned  feast.
My fr iend came over to help me; she t h o u g h t  it so u n d ed  like fun 
and giggled at the voyeurism.  I t h o u g h t  she made it seem normal .
It took  all day for the Jel 1-0  to set up, and  we split  a bo t t le  o f  
cham pagne  be tween the two o f  us to pass the hours ,  bu t  we made
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an Hasy Fru i t  I a r t  in a p r e - b a k e d  p i ec r u s t  w i t h  r a s p b e r r y  J e l l - O  
glaze,  a Jel l i ed W a l d o r f  Salad,  s p i ke d  wi t h  a l i t t l e  l e m o n  juice ,  a 
l ayered U n d e r  t he  Sea Salad,  a M e l o n  Bu b b l e  wi t h  Spr i t e ,  a n d  last 
bu t  no t  least ,  six c h e r r y  J e l l - O  c u p c a k e s ,  w i t h  w h i p p e d  c r e a m.
We cal l ed f r i ends  a n d  left  i n v i t a t i o n s  for  a ‘t a s t i ng  on  t he i r  
vo i cemai l  i nboxes ,  wh i l e  l i s t en i ng  to Wi l l i e  Ne l s o n  s ing  “T h e  
R a i n b o w  C o n n e c t i o n .
We t h o u g h t  it w o u l d  he a par ty,  h u t  were  d i s a p p o i n t e d  w h e n  
n o b o d y  ca me .
W h e n  Peter  C o o p e r  d i ed  in 1883  at  age 92 ,  3 5 0 0  C o o p e r  U n i o n  
s t u d e n t s  m a r c h e d  a l o n g s i d e  his body,  c a s t i ng  f lowers  u p o n  t he  
w o o d  o f  his cof f in  as he  was  c a r r i ed  t o wa r d s  G r e e n - W o o d  C e m ­
etery.  Bus inesses  b e y o n d  t he  F^ast River  were  c losed  a n d  d r a p e d  in 
black.  1 he flags on  all p u b l i c  b u i l d i n g s ,  a n d  on  t he  sh ips  in t he  
ha r bo r ,  were  h u n g  at h a l f - ma s t ,  a n d  t he  bel ls  o f  every  c h u r c h  were  
to l l ed .  Such  s ha r e d  m o u r n i n g  had  n o t  been  d i sp l a ye d  s ince  t he  
funera l  p r oce s s i on  o f  G e o r g e  W a s h i n g t o n  in 1799.
And  t he  c h u r c h  asked ,  “W h a t  c o m e s  n e x t ? ’
And  t he  s t u d e n t s  a sked ,  “ W h a t  c o m e s  next?
And  t he  f ac t o r y  wo r k e r s  a sked ,  “ W h a t  c o m e s  n e x t ? ’
And  t he  c i ty asked ,  “W h a t  c o m e s  ne x t ? ’
And  t he  n a t i o n  asked ,  “ W h a t  c o m e s  next?
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It got  late.  My  f r i end  ha d  to w o r k  t he  next  m o r n i n g  a n d  waved  
g o o d b y e ,  t ak i n g  a T u p p e r w a r e  o f  ge l a t i n  to sha re  w i t h  he r  b o y ­
f r i end.
I was  sad to see her  go.
I l ooked  at  t he  p i c t u r e  o f  my  g r an d f a t h e r ,  a n d  w o n d e r e d  i f  he was 
t he  reason I had  a t ab l e  ful l  o f  J e l l - O ,  n o t i c i n g  t he  s imi l a r i t i e s  o f  
o u r  m o u t h s ,  full  a n d  qu i e t .  H e  l oo k e d  l ike a p e r s on  I m i g h t  mee t  
on  t he  s t reet ,  y o u n g  a n d  h a n d s o m e  wi t h  his t ie t u c k e d  i n t o  his 
shi r t .  Ne ve r  o v e r w h e l m e d .
T h e r e  was a pi le o f  d i shes  in t he  s ink,  t he  ga r ba ge  in t he  c o r n e r  
had  b e g u n  to smel l ,  a n d  I c o u l d  hea r  t he  t o i l e t  d r i p p i n g  in the  
s i l ence.
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